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Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: Van Halen ain't mine. This story is written for entertainment purposes only and does not reflect the 


actual lives of the persons named. 


Warning for mature themes and language. 


—one- 


Eddie gets jittery before shows, and David helps out whenever he can. They huddle in dark corners and in 
closets, lips meeting in kisses, sometimes short and breathless, sometimes slow and deep, their tongues twining 
in a dance. When people come near them, call out their names, they shush each other, suppressing giggles, and 
then David bends down to slide his tongue over Eddie's lower lip. "Better now?" he whispers, lazily grinding his 


hips against Eddie's. 


"Mmm, no," Eddie says breathily, eyes still closed. He's being pushy again, trying to determine where this goes. 
David smirks. He'll have to take care of that later, show him who's really in control here. Eddie sinks his 


fingers into David's untamed hair and pulls his head down for another kiss. "Not yet." 

And David indulges him. For now. 

epee: 

On stage, David draws close to Eddie and puts his arm around his neck. When it's time for Eddie's guitar solo, 
David licks a quick, hot trail up his ear, making sure his face is hidden by his hair. Eddie gasps, thrown off, and 
almost fucks up the solo. He turns to give David a dirty look, and David grins in return, showing his teeth. 


-three- 


He's making out with a blonde groupie in his room backstage when there is a sharp rap on the door. "I'm busy!" 


he says, annoyed, and gropes the girl's breast. 


"Its me," Eddie's voice buzzes through the wood. David almost forgets the girl (who is looking peeved), but, 
with immense self-control, he says, "Gimme a minute." 


He finishes with the groupie and then shows her out. Eddie is leaning against the wall, pouting like a five-year- 
old denied a sweet. He glowers at the back of the girl's head as she trots away, swinging her hips. David laughs. 


"Jealous?" 


"Nol" says Eddie, crossing his arms over his chest. David rakes his eyes over Eddie's small, slender frame, 


feeling his throat go dry, before dragging him into the room and locking the door. 


He pins Eddie against a wall and kisses him hard, slipping his tongue into his mouth. Eddie pulls away, rubbing 
his mouth fiercely with the back of his hand. "Ugh. You taste like someone else." 


"I just fucked that groupie," David says, unbuttoning the other boy's pants. 


Eddie looks at him sullenly, and oh, if those chestnut-brown eyes aren't the most adorable things David has 


ever seen "What was her name?" 
"| don't recall." 


That seems to appease Eddie somewhat; his expression softens. David pulls the zipper down with his teeth, 


grinning up at Eddie, who is still trying very hard to look huffy and offended. 
-four- 


"No, we can't do it like this!" Eddie shouts, tears leaking from the corners of his eyes. They've been fighting 


for a while now. Two hours, to be precise, about the set for the next show. 


David fights the urge to hit him. "Do you have to be so goddamn uptight about everything? We'll just - " 
"I fucking hate you!" 


"The fuck, Eddie? How old are you?" God, does he have to be such a crybaby? David loves Eddie. He really does. 
But damn, does the little fucker know how to push every one of his buttons. 


Alex walks in and asks what's wrong, and there is more screaming, more crying, more arguing. Eventually Eddie 
storms out, wiping his face, and David yells at him to go fuck himself. 


After a moment, Alex arches an eyebrow and mutters, "Shoulda married each other," just loud enough for 


David to hear. 


